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fjPojet "bears Hmself, we might say, like a King in, exile.; lie_ is cast among the low, and feels himself equal to the JSgbl^st.^yet he claims no rank, that none may be disputed to him. The forward he can repel, the supercilious he can subdue; pretensions of wealth or ancestry are of no avail with him; there is a fire in that dark eye, under which the * insolence of condescension' cannot thrive. In his abasement, in his extreme need, he forgets not for a moment the majesty of Poetry and Manhood. And yet, far as he feels himself above common men, he wanders not apart from them, but mixes warmly in their interests; nay throws him-self into their arms, and, as it were, entreats them to love him. It is moving to see how, in his darkest despondency, this proud being still seeks relief from friendship; unbosoms himself, often to the unworthy; and, amid tears, strains to his glowing heart a heart that knows only the name of friendship. And yet he was < quick to learn;' a man of keen vision, before whom common disguises afforded no concealment. His understanding saw through the hollow-ness even of accomplished deceivers; but there was a generous credulity in his heart. And so did our Peasant show himself among us; c a soul like an JEolian harp, in whose 6 strings the vulgar windy as it passed through them, ' changed itself into articulate melody.' And this was l^e for whom the world found no fitter business than quarrelling with smugglers and vintners, computing excise-dues upon tallow, and gauging alebarrels! In such toils was that mighty Spirit sorrowfully wasted; and a hundred years may pass on, before another such is given us to waste.
All that remains of Burns, the Writings he has left, seem to us, as we hinted above, no more than a poor mutilated